
The Trigedte of 

The other to enioy by rage and Warre. 

Thefe fignes fore-run the death of Kings. 

Farewell, our Countrimen arc gone and fled. 

As well allured Richard theirKing is dead. 

Sal. Ah Richard 1 with cies of neauic mind, 

I fee thy glorie likealhootingftarrc, 

Fallto the bafe earthfrom the firmament, 

Thy fame fets, weeping inthe lowly Weft, 

W itncfling ftormes to come, woe and vnrcft : 

Thy friends arc fled to waite vpon thy foes. 

And croftely to thy good all fortune goes* 

Enter the Duke of Herford, Yorke, Northumberland, 

Bufhieand Greene Prifoners » ri,jj 

Bui. Bring foorth thefe men. 

Bujhie and Greene, I willnotvexeyourfoules 
Since prefently your foules muft partyour bodies* 

With two much vrging yourpcrniciousliucs. 

For t\vere no charitie ; yet to walh your blood 
From off my hands, here in the view of men, 

I will vnfold fome caufes of your death. 

You haue mif-led a Prince, 3 Royall King, 

A happie Gentleman in blood and lineaments, 

By you vnhappied and disfigured cleane. 

You hauein mannerwith yourfinfullhowres. 

Made a diuorcc betwixt his Qucene and him, 

Broke theprofeffionof a Royall bed, 

And ftaind the beau tie of a fayre Queenes cheekes. 

With teares drawne from her eies with your foule wrongs, 
My felfe a Prince by fortune ofmy birth, 
NeeerctotheKing in blood, and neere in louc, 

T ill they did make him mif-interpret me, 

Haue ftooprmy necke vnder your injuries, 

And figh’d my Englifli breath in forren clouds, 

Eating the bitter bread of banilhment, 

Whileyou haue fedde vpon my fegniories, 

Dilparktmy Parkes,and feld my forreft woods, 

From mine owne windowes tome my houlliold coate, 
Rac*t out my imprelfe, leauing me no figne, 
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Richard the Second* 

Saue mens opinions, and my Iiuing blood, 
Toftiewtheworldlam a Gentleman* 

This, and much more,much more then twice all this, 
Condemns you to the death < fee them deliueredouer 
To execution and the hand of death. 

"Bujh. More welcome is the ftroke of death to me, 
Then Bullingbrooke to England : Lords farewell. 

Greene. My comfort is, thatheauen wilkake our fouks 2 
And plague iniuftice with the paines of hell. 

Bull. My Lord Northumberland, fen them diipatcht s 
Vnckle, you fay, the Queene is at your houfe. 

Four Gods fake fairdie let her be entreated, 

Tetther,Ifend to her my kind commends; 

Take fpeciall care my greetings be deliuered. 

Yorke. A Gentleman of mine I haue difpatcht 
With letters of your loue to her at large. 

Bull. Thanks (gentle Vnckle :.) come Lords, away« 

To fightwith Glendor&nd his complices, 

A while to worke, and after holiday. Exeunt, 

Enter the King, tAutyerle, Car Hie , &c. 

King. Barkloughly Caftle call.you this at hand / 1 
Ate. Yea my Lord 5 how brook’s your Grace the ayre 
After yourlate tofling on the breaking Seas ? 

King. Needs muft I like it well, I weepe for ioy. 

To ftand vpon my kingdomeonce againe 
Deareearth, I doe falute thee with my hand. 

Though Rebels Mound thee with their Horfeshoofes ; 

As along partedmotherwithher Child, 

Plaies fondliewith her teares, and fmiles in meeting; 

So weeping, failing, greet I thee my earth, 

A#id doe thee fauour with my royall hands, 

Feede not thy Soueraignes foe, my gentle earth. 

Nor with thy fweets comfort his rauenous fence 
But let thy Spiders, that fucke vp thy venome. 

And heauie gatedToads lie in their way, 

3>ooing annoyance to the trechcrous feete, 

Which with vfurping fteps do trample thee ; 
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